A DEVINE IP 0 M E WRITTEN ON 

SAINT FRANCIS FOUNDER 

OF THE O R D E K OF T H I) CORD 


1s)h, Jesus, you are my jewel my cieie'est only jay 
Had I been but n-ar you, yom- pc settee t etj y 
All iro .ble I’d eueonnter, for you, my Lord on high 
And’since I’m now so fond of ynu^ I’ll love you I id I die 

My good Lord wlrlzt I'm whit yon.P.1 a n secure & free 
My sweet Lord «hi e you’re vvl h me i o sorrow rronMes me 
My go. d Lord whilst jyour with me, al things wirhmedoth well. 
My sweetT-ord whilst your with me. I fear neither dea h nor he 1 , 

ft Francis Poords naked, his penance first began, 

St Francis poor & nuked lamenting for his silts 
St Francis seeking esus. ti 1 1 he found hi woundsfat Irst, 

0 may those wounds he written & & eograv’o on our liearts i 

It was in th* Ion ly desert Fr neis <ookmueh delight 

1 ili Satin by It is cunning rt, tho ght hm to aftlnght 
With a Crucifix in his hand, which made him sign & m an 
Still thinking Oa i is Saviours woitn is as h lay all alone 

St Fvanc's seeking Jesas to the desert l e did go 
Deprived of wo dl> pleasure| where no one does Idm know 
Devotion wes his pract ec, in prayer he id » bound 
The air was hiselott ing. & his pillow the cold cvoutid* 

Your sins they are not grievous, nor u ither have you need 
With cruel cords y. ur flesh to rend <fc make your wonnds to bleed 
Behold yo rsins 0 Frinp.it, they were all laid on me 
It was for the ransom o ninukind I died ou Calvary 

St Francis on h : sknefS, unto Heaven he does cry 
My si. s they ore displeosing to you. my Lord on high, 

I am your humble servant. O Jesu- pity me, 

He sayS my sins were ansom’d on the Mou t of Calvary 

St Francis tbou’rt mv servant, I heard thee siah & moan 
St Ftancis he of courage., thou be long alone, 

For in spi e of .Satan s cruel art, youa d r do ! will be 
And bring you to the happyjoys f all eternity 

All those that s ek Jesus most seek him early & cot ate 
And they th«t wi i find Jesus, wiil find a happy state, 

St Francis s eking Jesus, he thonglit it no disgia e 
lo take up hisCr ss. & allow Christ, & that in we y place 

St Francis in tliede-er 1 , with his p n*nce t.e went on 
St Fratt' is in the di sc t, Ida penance ea' ties on 
St Franci setkitu; Jesus till lie aineo a H aven y Crown 
And Jesus on his children, his bhssiags pour’d down, 

Our Savionr hanging i n the Crose qito destitute of friends 
At length unto His Father, His soul he recommends 
With Eli Eli, Eli aloud Jesus he does cry. 

Bowing down h tsaced head, gives u> the Ghost & dies 

My sweet & feving Savi-nr. it w s for me cried, 

My tender- e«rted Jems, it was fir me yon dud 
All wo nded & gasping for me you mad, great moun, 

I am that lost, & I tig strayed sheep, yon ditd to hr in ; rra h int®, 

My good Lird, £c. 
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